FIRST   ENTRY
4 We're going over the top5 Sir/ says a grimy Rifleman.
'Who says so?' says I. 'The captain/ says he. 'Does
he/ says I, 'Why?3 "Two of our feilars is taken
prisoners/ says he* can* weVe to go and pull them
back!' 'Where's your officer?* I ask. 'Here, Sir/
comes a voice from the distance, "What's all this,
Gold?' I ask, cWe have lost two men on patrol^
Sir/ says Gold, 'CapL Gaffikin ordered two platoons
to go over to fetch them back!' 'Good heavens/
I reply, 'what's the matter with him5 has he gone
mad? Tell these men to get on with their work.
Where is Gaffikin?5 4In his dugout. Sir/ comes the
quick answer. 'Come with me to him/ I mutter.
Now Gold is a very good fellow., no fool, and of
mature years. He follows silently. I enter the chalk
cave which serves as a company headquarters.
Gaffikin's old servant is there. He has done his best.
I see no Gaffikin but I know where the bed is. A
waterproof sheet now hides it. 1 lift it up. There is
George, asleep. I poke him with my stick. He
moves and grunts, I smell his breath. 'Drunk/
I say, looking at an almost empty whisky bottle.
I look at Gold. *Don*t let him leave here until
I come back just before stand-to/ I order* 'Take all
the liquor away: also the ammunition/ Gold follows
me out, "I must go back over the top direct from
here/ I tell him. 'Can you give me a man, I have
sent my fellow back?* I ask. 'Sir,3 he says, looking
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